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""Dec. 4, 1S70. I have been unable to write in my journal; the hundred and ninety-two letters which I have had to answer have taken all the time. . . . And I live still. I used to think I could not live, hut I am not e\en ill; and yet how my life is changed, all the interest, all the happiness, all the sunshine gone, only the systematic routine of existence left-.
"My poor Leu is already beginning to IK* interested in her chickens and her farm-life, and to think it all v such a long time ago/ Hut to me it seems as if it had only just happened, and the hour in which her sweet, eyes closed upon mo has swallowed up all the hours which have1, come since, and is always the last hour to me.
"I think it was about the third day afterwards that Lea came into my room and told me that the look of wonderful beauty and repose which appeared at the last had come back again to the dear features. And so it was. It. was the* sweetest look of calm, serene repose. The colour had all faded out of my darling's cheeks, which had lost, every sign of age, and wen* smooth and white us if they were chiselled in marble. Her closed eyelids, her gently curving mouth expressed tlu* sweetest rest fulness. The dear lame* hand, quite supple at last, hud closed softly upon the other. And this lovely image of her perfected ' state was lent to me till the lust, when the beloved features we*re closed away from me for ever.
u It was on the Saturday that Lea. and I went in together for the lust time. Lea. cried violently. I \vus beyond tears. We covered nway together all that wan dourest to us on earth. I placed u lock of my hair in her hands, and laid her favourite flowers by her. Monday u day of ruin and storm-cloud. I shall always associate the* road to HurstmoiK'.euux with the drive on that winter's morning with swirling min-clouds, and the waters out on the distant Levels gleaming white through the mint. Com-